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In Memory Of Song 


Another twelve months of shamanic work and another major change in my perceptions: I see my 
path no longer as a single, simple ascent, rather its a winding road through dark places and 
through summer sunlight, with climbs into joy but also with deep shadows. 


Before my night on the mountain in Tokalynge, I burnt my old self on the fire. I offered myself 
as a sacrifice, offered to let the spirits destroy me, if that was what was needed, gave myself over 
to the shamanic path and bumt (rather literally) the bridges behind me. Perhaps then I should not 
have been surprised when this year brought me to some sharp realisations about my self and to 
the need to make some changes in the way I live my life. 


And yet my year has ended in joy not in sorrow, and with a rootedness in my life, in the land that 
I have never felt before. In writing this journey-book I realised how different it was in many 
ways from last year. Then my journeys seemed quite separate from my ordinary ordinary-reality 
life, now they seem so intertwined. And still the oath I made in Tokalynge echoes on and on 
through it all. 


So to all those who have walked the rocky road with me this year, a thousand thanks, especially 


to Andrew for holding me 

to Jonathan for helping me to walk far 

to Annette for showing me a way to the old knowledge 

to Lynne, Eve, Suzanne, Rob,Frances, Angela and Heide for being there with me. 
and above all to spirits without whom I would still be lost and alone. 


The Oath 


I am Silver-Fox-Woman 

I am Grandmother Bone's daughter 
Hear my word earth, air, fire, water 
World my life to you I offer 

My heart, My body and my soul 

To use in any way you know of 

To help to keep the world web whole 


My oath mado to the spirits on the night I ssi out in Tokalynge 
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Winter - Dying Time 


Autumn had been a hard time, a period of falling away from the joy and certainty I had felt that 
summer. It was a time of trial and a testing of the oath I had made to spirit. At the beginning 
of November thinking I was over it, I wrote to him about the on-going group. Looking back it 
was the wrong time to write, or maybe it was the perfect time. The letter was full of my pain, 
and my anger. It as a real whinger of a letter. The sort of thing I would hate to receive. But 
it was written from the truth of where I was at the time. Given the sort of letter it was, I'm 
astonished to be starting the on-going group this November. The words “the patience of saint” 
come to mind! 


A week before I was due to attend the Death and Dying workshop I had a call from Jonathan 
who proposed that we meet for lunch. It was odd meeting him outside a workshop, inside my 
ordinary life - a bit like walking round Sainsbury's and coming on your Spirit Teacher pushing 
a shopping trolley. I guess it just shows the extent to which I had my shamanism and my 
ordinary compartmentalised. 


Lunch was great, but afterward Jonathan talked to me about my experiences in Tokalynge, my 
letter about the on-going group and my outburst at him during a workshop in September. He 
looked very closely at me and said that until he read my first year’s joumey book he had not 
realised how much of myself I had destroyed in the fire. He told me I deserved anything that 
happened to me thereafter. I just stared at him. I felt, and still feel, that I only destroyed the 
parts of me that needed to be destroyed, otherwise why were my Teachers so insistent that parts 
of me be taken from me before the fire ceremony and kept away until the next moming. So I just 
looked Jonathan in the eye and said nothing. He followed this by congratulating me on offering 
myself to the spirits. 


But Jonathan then told me how upset he had been by my outburst in the autumn and by my letter. 
He asked me whether I thought I took responsibility for myself. Shit, was I defensive? Of course 
I was responsible, I held down a very responsible job. He just looked at me. Then he pointed 
out both my outburst in the autumn and my letter which had majored strongly on Jonathan's 
responsibility and was completely silent on my own. 


Shit. 


I felt like a big balloon (a big arrogant balloon) that had been punctured. My shamanic work 
had always been a source of pure joy. But I had been playing at this work, in the case of 
Tokalynge playing in a very real way with fire. How could I expect not to get bumt. 


It shook me, really shook me in a way that things rarely do. And it was true. 
Journey to Ask About What Jonathan Said 

I follow 

The song of the ocean 

To where a fire bums by the autumn shallows 


And the stones and the sea whisper their grey and lonely secrets to the dying skies 
And my Teacher waits 
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Grandmother holds me 

Tight 

Love flows into me, warming me 
Despite my foolery 

I am filled 

Full now of wonder 

Me 

Demon child 

Me 


Playing with fire 

No balance 

But still She holds me 
Still the love 

Still the wonder 


The Death and Dying workshop was being held on the Ridgeway, an ancient path across the 
Downs scattered with tumuli and power places. Its a charged part of Britain for me and one | 
find endlessly rewarding to work in. The first joumey we made was about working with a 
mandala to enter the place of the dead. 


Through My Mandala 


Down the strands 

In the starlight 

Down with many other spirits 
Far below and further stepping 
To the far side of the world-web 


I come to a dark canyon 

Pass down to where a river's flowing 
Grey river, there the mist hangs heavy 
Hides from sight the Other Side 


By the shore 

In the darkness 

I see Old Woman midst the waters 
Washing grey rags in the river 

And in the mists she screams my name 


And I kneel 

Beside the waters 

I too wash rags in the river 

Hand them to the silent spirits 
Waiting to cross to the Other Side 
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The spirits take their robes all white now 
Board the boat to cross the waters 

Far away into the darkness 

Crossing to the Other Side 


The woman hands to me, to my hands 
A white robe, crossed with dark stars 
To wear in land beyond the River 

To wear across the Other Side 


Says to me when I walk there 

I must not drink, I must not eat 

I must not laugh with the dead spirits 
And I retum these words to speak. 


To Ask Them to Show Me Where I Will Go To After I Die 


Later we journeyed to ask them to show us where we will go after we die. I was deeply 
apprehensive about this. In the previous March I had visited the edge of the Land of the Dead and 
had found retuming one of the hardest journeys I have ever made. It was so beautiful there and 
so hard to even want to retum. So when Jonathan started issuing warnings about making sure you 
came back, I was frankly scared. I couldn't see how it would be easier this time. I was working 
with Caitlin and she suggested that we use a technique where the partner ties a cord tied around 
their journeyer’s wrist and when the time comes for the retum pulls the joumeyer home. 


We row far across the river 

Till we come to a grey island 

There four men, pig men are eating 
Scoffing meat, gorged on dead things 


I lay myself upon their black board 
They eat my bones, my blood, my body 
As I lie there they eat my past 

And bare of soul I travel on 


We row on across the river 

Through the ice and grey-green ice bergs 
Past the frozen ones within them 

Til we reach a deep inlet 


Teacher calls on a bronze hom 

We row on into the inlet 

Are welcomed by a hundred people 
Welcomed to the winter village 
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In their hall, watched by Bear 

We swap our masks, we swap our seemings 
I sit silent by my power board 

Feel this mask become another 


And at dawn we travel on 
Travel far into a forest 

Come at last to the path's parting 
There Teacher offers me a choice 


Pass to the left, remain in spirit 
Become at last a world web holder 
Pass to the right, retum to your world 
Walk once more among the dying 


I pass right 


We come at sunset to a village 

A lone man by a yurt is waiting 
The man whom I wed for the spirits 
Long ago, we hold each other 


And he brings me to my children 
Children bom beyond the River 
Children who live in Lands Undying 
Son and daughter both I hold them 


Years I live in the yurt village 
Years beyond all years undying 
Til in the dawn in teh between time 
I hear Owl call my name 


At last I come to the Gate of Hom 
Where once more I tread the cycle 
Am rebom into a world that's dying 
And I retum to speak these words. 


A Cold Night On the Edge of the World 


Bear had spoken to me a while back about sitting out at Wayland's Smithy, a Neolithic barrow 
on the Ridgeway. The Smithy is isolated out on the Downs in a grove of tree. The site is 
actively used by a number of magical groups and has always been a power place for me. 
However it was the middle of winter and bloody cold so I had decided against going. The Smithy 
was not far from where the Death and Dying workshop was being held, so I'd mentioned my 
Teachers’ suggestion to Jonathan in a letter. On my arrival though, I said I had decided against 
it. He just raised an eyebrow. 
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Hmm.... I thought. Responsibility....Discipline... 
I'd sabotaged myself by not bringing warm clothes or s sleeping bag. So I couldn't go... 


But at dusk I found myself approaching the barrow, shivering. Its an eerie place, the Smithy, in 
the half-light. The ground was a pale grey and the trees were like giant guardians around the 
barrow. An old folk tale says that if you leave a piece of silver and your horse by the barrow, 
it will be shoed in the night by Wayland himself. An older story still says that the shoes will let 
you ride to the Otherworld. So, I left a silver web from my necklace on the threshold stone as 
payment to the spirits. 


I then circled the whole mound, calling out to spirits, opening myself to their teaching. It was 
very, very cold. It was hard to focus, harder still to maintain that focus. As the night wore on 
I found myself circling the mound many times over. Shivering. And the trees seemed to loom 
closer and closer and the wind was blowing through them. What had seemed protective when I 
arrived, now seemed threatening. And still it grew colder. 


At maybe one in the moming I finally found my centre. The trees seemed to settle, the wind 
grew quieter. My boundaries fell away and I began..... Suddenly I heard voices, loud male 
voices. I wasn't exactly scared, just puzzled. What were people doing out here? After a few 
moments I decided to drum. There were immediate cries of “what the .....°. Then three young, 
drunken male faces appeared in the entrance to the mound. I'm not sure who was more shocked, 
me or them! But I'm quite sure that they were in ordinary reality. We talked for a little while 
about what I was doing up there. I dissembled wildly. Then they went away. 


And I was left in ordinary reality. Cold, alone. 
So once more 1 called out to spirit, circled the mound. And at last once more I found my centre. 


For a moment 

Everything stops 

The Earth holds her breath 
Iam the only living thing 
I am every living thing 

I am everything 

Tam 


Then quite loudly in the silence, my Teacher told me to go home. 

Its funny, it was very different from the night out in Tokalynge. Nothing happened. Lots 
happened. I leamt a much needed lesson about the discipline in coming back into focus when 
circumstance has knocked you off your centre. And you know, until wrote this I never noticed 
how often I had lost my centre and never had the focus to find it again. Interesting. 

Journey To Say Goodbye To My Father 


The next moming we all journeyed to meet with someone who had entered the Land of the Dead. 
My father died some six years ago now. When he died I wasn't there, I hadn't realised how close 
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So I 
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he was to death when I chose not to go home that day. When I got there he was gone. 


never really had a chance to say goodbye. 


I am ridging on the Bear 

Great White Bear he swims with me 
Through the ice and the grey waters 
Far ahead a shore I see 


On the strand by the waters 

An altar stands, to pay the fee 

We offer blood to pay our passage 
To the Land Beyond the Sea 


3 


Ahead lies another tunnel 

Beyond the rocks, in the dunes' lea 
Again we enter, passing onward 
Passing onward from the Sea 


The tunnel's dark and filled with fear 
Into its depths I cannot see 

But many watch me from the darkness 
Eyes in darkness watching me 


But then I hear a hammer singing 
At last my Father I can see 

I rush forward, him embracing 
Gently, smiling he holds me 


He asks me how it is he sees me 

How it is that this can be 

We hold each other close, and laughing 
And he makes a pot of tea 


I see his home, I hear his story 
A child again, sit by his knee 
He asks me of Keith and mother 
I eat a biscuit, drink some tea 


He gives me words to give to mother 
And gives again his love to me 

He holds me tight, he speaks to my heart 
As I sit there at his knee 


At eve I hear the drumbeats calling 

I say goodbye, so too does he 

We travel back now through the tunnels 
Across the sands, across the Sea 
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But by the Gate, the Bear tums to me 
Says now you must pay the fee 
The price you must pay for your folly 
Be glad your life is dear to me 


He unsheathes his killing claws 
Speaks of the cautions given me 

Tells me that this costs one life-favour 
One favour of the promised three 


With that he rips my stomach open 
Tears from my soul the dead man's tea 
And the dead man's mortal laughter 
My folly he takes back from me 


So once more I acted without discipline and my actions cost me dear. 
Quick Look at My Life So Far and What I Need to Do Next 


The Workshop had been hard for me, much harder in a way than any I had been to before. 
Maybe it was because it was serious now as well as full of joy. With the message from Jonathan 
making me ultra-aware of my lack of discipline and my failure in the Land of the Dead to listen 
to instructions, I was feeling pretty wobbly. However just before we left, we journeyed on what 
of our life business was left unfinished. 


I see my web 
On the Weaver's Loom 
Cast in grey and green and gold 


Grey 

The sorrows, heart-loss, endings 
My Teacher tells me not to sing 
My lost friend 

Still more recent woundings 


Green 

The happy times 

My childhood 

My time at university 
Andrew 


Gold 
My path 
Thin thread, so pale 
For many years 
>. In Sweden like a buming sun 
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Golden thread 

Gift from Spirit 

Given to me for my keeping 
My choice, my oath, my dance 


Frayed at the edge 
Uncared for 

Woven thin with grey 
Only rarely shining golden 
Only rarely in balance 


Take, take, take 
Has been my weaving 
Taking wisdom, Taking power 


And I recall the oath I swore 

I gave my heart, my body , my soul 
To the healing of the world web 

To my healing 


Its time to keep that oath of gold 
To make real that oath on earth 
To repay the gifts I'm given 

In gold 


When we got home after the workshop, we found a note on the door-mat asking us to call 
Andrew's mother urgently. Knowing that she would not have called our friends unless it was 
serious, we called her back at once. Whilst we were at the workshop Andrew's grandmother had 
died. 


A few days later we went to her funeral. It was the first time I had been to a church since I 
started shamanic work. It was also the first funeral I had ben to since my father died. I was 
surprised to feel the power in the ceremony. 


Afterward we went to her house, had lunch and made small-talk with Andrew's family. In the 
early afternoon we left for the two hour drive home. I had been driving for maybe five minutes 
when I started to feel shivery and by the time we got home I was running a high fever and was 
pretty sick. I was ill for over a month. Only when the moon tumed did I really start to recover. 


I'm rarely seriously ill. After a while I made the connection with the Death and Dying workshop. 
Maybe the Land of the Dead includes the places where people have recently died. I journeyed 
on it and my Teacher just looked sympathetic and sad. Again the lesson that shamanism was not 
separate from my ordinary life was reinforced. Again I blew it... 
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Spring - Planting A New Vision 


The year tumed on and in March I decided that I needed a break from work. It had been a tough 
few months with two colleagues resigning and much of their work devolving onto me. I grew 
a great deal in work terms over those months, but it didn't leave room for much else. I felt like 
spirit was being squeezed from my life, so I decided to take a week out and attend all three of 
March workshops including a basic, a counsellors reprise and a workshop on the vision dance. 
If you know me, you know how important dance is to my spirituality. So the week would both 
give me a break and the time I thought needed to prepare myself for the vision dance. 


At the beginning of the basic workshop Jonathan rattled the group together. I was sitting in the 
east, right opposite Jonathan and right where he started rattling. I felt nothing when I was rattled. 
That was odd because I normally feel that the rattle and I are dancing together. When he came 
to the end of the rattling he rattled round me again. It hurt! I heard a cracking noise like glass 
breaking. and the barriers around me were tom down. I sat open to the world for what felt like 
the first time in an age. 


Right after the rattling Jonathan came over and told me that if I took another workshop with him 
this year I should come to Denmark and do the Nordic Shamanism workshop with him and 
Annette. 


We started the basic workshop with dancing ( what a treatl). I touched at once the beauty of 
Spider and her web. 


Dancing the Spiral 
The Web 

Calling the Directions 
They hold me 
Weaving 

Spirals 

Outward and Inward 
Weaving our circle 
Weaving our World 
The Web 

Out far 

In Further 
Connecting Everything 
And at the end 
Stillness dancing 


The basic was amazing, I think that they probably always are. It filled me with joy to see people 
make their first touch with spirit. It reminded me the extent to which I had stifled any contact 
with spirit for so long and re-ignited my own sense of wonder, It still amazes me that all of this 
is real and happening to me. 


At the start of the counsellors retreat though, I found myself in a very strange place full of fear 
and uncertain of myself in a way I rarely am in ordinary reality life. I was among a group of 
people who I admire greatly because they seem to integrate their shamanism so well into their 
ordinary life. I also felt a bit of a fake - they were speaking about their clients and I have so far 
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only seen two people and have no real intention to see more. Its very clear to me now that this 
is not my work, but then I just felt afraid and inadequate. I cried myself to sleep the first night 
of the workshop. I was terrified to go froward to accept shamanism as part of me, but I knew 
I could not retum to what I had been before I started working with the Spirits. 


My partner was Angela Davies and, with her help, I slowly felt my way toward formulating a 
question which would focus me need. 


I Want to Get Rid of This Fear 


In the Ancestors’ House 

I lie 

Neath a curtain of shadows 
A curtain of bones 


In the far comer 

A drum 

Is playing by itself 
It speaks of sorrow 


I shiver in fear 

Alone 

No-one here but myself 
Alone in their House 


I stare into the fire 
Buming 

I see suddenly the Elders 
The Elders here with me 


In the fire's flicker 
Gnarled faces 

Full of the old wisdom 
All are tumed from me 


I want to get rid of this fear 
I cry 

Full fifty eyes tum to me 
And Grandmother I see 


Suddenly its dark 

The void 

No way forward, No way back 
Trapped in the pathless 


Still I can hear calling 
The drum 

I step forward, slide back 
Step back, slide forward 
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Gods... how can I move? 
Help me... 

But no help's forthcoming 
No help, I'm alone 


But I remember the power 
Dancing 

And I start to spiral 
Dance my way outward 


I'm dancing in the darkness 
Dancing 

To the drumbeat of my heart 
The drumbeat of my courage 


Out is the still darkness 

A child 

Is coiled up in my path 
Coiled against the darkness 


I reach down to her 

My hand 

I offier her in the darkness 
Offer her my dancing 


Now we're dancing in the void 


Together 
Dancing out the fear 
To our heart's beating 


I remember my mother 
Tells me 

I am no dancer, I know that 
My soul is still a dancer 


And again I stand in the Ancestor’s House 


With me 


The child, Grandmother breathes us together 


And we dance still, inside. 


That joumey over I felt bom anew. Lots of people commented that my voice changed drastically 


I could see very clearly the question I needed 
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and the terrible fear of going froward was gone. 


to answer. 


In Memory Of Song 


How Can I Live More Shamanically 


This is simply one of the most beautiful journeys I have ever experienced. I hope I can bring you 
a touch of that beauty. The whole journey long I was dancing with one of my Teachers, far out 
above the land. 


We dance in the Middle Place 
Between the Sky Realm and the Decp Earth 


Dawn Comes 

Trails her skirts across the land 
We greet the Sun 

Feel the Earth tum beneath us 
The Sky above tuming 


And we dance between them 

Gather the cool green of the Earth 

offer it to the Skies 

Draw down the Sun's gold 

Offer it to the Earth beneath our feet 

Hold our arms 

And feel the Sun and the Earth dancing through us 


The Sun rises, grows to full, sets 

We thank the light and move on 

Into the cool of the night 

Where the Moon greets us 

We call her blessing 

Feel her touch deep within our bodies 


Time passes on 

Days dancing though us 

Weaving the Sun's tuming into the Moon dance 
Rising to fullness 

An opening 

A falling away into the dark 

We offer out blood to the Earth 

She heals us 

We dance on 

Dancing the Days tuming 

Stepping the Moon Dance 

Feeling our connectedness with everything 


Birds nest, Flowers blossom 

Earth wears her green robe 

The days grow longer 

To Midsummer, openmost time, fullest 
And we join together 
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Make circles on the grass 
Connected to each other 
Everything that is sacred 
Everything that is alive 
Everything that is 
Dancing 


Sunrise, noon, sunset 

Opening, bleeding time 

We dance on 

Dancing the Days tuming 
Stepping the Moon Dance 
Weaving our way through the Year 


Winds blow, the leaves fall 

Dance spirals together 

Autumn, the equinox 

We tum within 

Tuming in spirals from outward to inward 
Marking the changes 

The Year's passing onward 


Sunrise, noon, sunset 

Opening, bleeding time 

We dance on 

Dancing the Days tuming 

Stepping the Moon Dance 
Weaving our way through the Year 


Bare Earth, snow covers Her 
making a blanket 

For the Earths winter sleep 

Her look-within dreaming 

On the longest night 

We too look inward 

Far back and further 

Through our many lives 
Tuming back time and retuming 


Sunrise, noon, sunset 

Opening, bleeding time 

We dance on 

Dancing the Days tuming 

Stepping the Moon Dance 
Weaving our way through the Year 
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Buds form, Green pours forth 
Now comes the Springtide 
We retum to the light 
Re-light our torches 

Claim back our power 
Tuming once more 

Spiralling, dancing 

Now inward tums outward 
Marking the tum of the year 


Sunrise, noon, sunset 

Opening, bleeding time 

We dance on 

Dancing the Days tuming 

Stepping the Moon Dance 
Weaving our way through the Year 


Sun tums 

Moon tums 

Year tums 

We all tum together 
Weaving the circle of Life 


What Should my Next Steps Be in Leaming to Heal the Web 


In the Winter Country 

I a circle we dance 

Round the Shield of Sedna 

I catch Grandmother's glance 


We ride on the shield 

Are bounced up in the sky 
Above forest and cloud drift 
To the summer realm high 


Where a bright web is spinning 
Among the Summer Stars 
Spiral eternal 

We dance on, out, far 


She shows me some places 
Where that web wears thin 

Through our lack of honour 
And its light grows dim 


Finally and quite clearly I could ask what I needed to do next. 
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Shows me Twyford Down 

Where the Earth's wounds stand bare 
And She weeps tears of blood 

And the Land needs our care 


She speaks now of weaving 
Of braids of pure light 
A task for my leaming 
If I would work aright 


The she shows me the darkness 
‘Tween the stands of the web 
Dark, empty void nothing 

No sign of the Land 


But I must leam to dance 
Between the strands of the web 
For the void too needs healing 
So Grandmother said 


After the counsellors retreat, I decided to spend part of the day at Avebury before going on 
to the Vision Dance. In the end I had an amazing shamanic carload of Claudia, Brigitte, 
Jonathan and me. It was a miserable day weather-wise but beautiful company and Avebury 
was as full of power as ever. So, having re-charged our batteries, we went on to the Vision 
Dance. 


The workshop focused on using dance to enter non-ordinary reality. In particular we used the 
Ghost Dances of the American Indians to joumey to our ancestors in search of ritual. I'd 
done very little ritual before that workshop - the Spirit Canoe was about it - and dance is 
probably my most powerful way of touching spirit. So the journeys I had were particularly 
powerful for me. 


Personal Ritual To Heal the Earth 


In the deep Earth 

Five dreamers 

Weave fire and song together 
Paint them onto the living rock 
Celebrate the power of the Land 
The Eldest greets me 

The Youngest 

Shows me 


A dry, red hillock 

Dust blowing in a wind 

That speaks of fire and of rivers of rock 
And the riven Earth 


vo 
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There 

A painted shield set on a pole 
Bear-Within-Dreaming 

The wind 

The rocks 

The fire 

The powers of that place 
Caught on the painted leather 
Anchoring the power to the wounded land 
And they show me how to make 
Fetishes for dying places 

Drums for the Earth 

Power objects for the Web 


The major event of the weekend was creating a group ritual to celebrate the Spring Equinox. 
We used the Ghost Dance to journey to the Ancestors to see their rituals, we gathered the 
common elements of the journeys together and six of us bound them together into a ritual 
which was personal to each of us, yet common to all. The ritual and its power astonished 
me, so I ‘ve set the whole of it out below. 


The Ancestors had showed us that the spring equinox marks the end of the winter - the look- 
within, dark time - and the beginning of the new year. Thus it is a time both of endings and 
of beginnings, of putting away what was negative from the previous year and planting what 
you want to bring into being for the new year. Finally it is also a time of celebration for the 
return of life after the death of winter. 


1. Preparation 
1.1 Before we started we prepared the following:- 


- a bowl in the Earth surrounded by a circle of stones (including one which I 
had picked up at Avebury). The edges of the bowl were lined with spring 
flowers. The bowl was the womb of the Earth, fertile and ready for the 
sowing of the seeds of Spring. 


- two bowls of water containing rosemary leaves with which to wash away the 
Winter's darkness. 


1.2 At Jonathan's suggestion, we then journeyed to our Teacher and asked them to show 
us what we should bring into our life in the next year. Once our Teacher had shown 
us this, we went out into Nature and found some item which seemed to speak to us 
of what we needed. Grandmother Bone told me that it was time to actually begin to 
live life in a more shamanic way. I had lain fallow since I had bumt the old me in 
the fire ceremony in Sweden, now it was time to plant a new me. I found a small 
spiral snail shell which seemed to speak of this to me and carried it to the planting. 
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The End of Winter 


We gathered in two separate circles, the men around me, the women around Jonathan. 
I was deeply honoured to be able to drum for the ritual. Jonathan and I called in the 
spirits of Winter by drumming in each direction starting with the North. We began 
to drum erratically, drumming the darkness and the chaos of the winter. The circles 
started to dance the darkness, calling the winter into being in their bodies. In just a 
few moments most of the dancers were lost in their own darkness. 


When we were calling in the directions, I called in the guardians of my Winter path. 

In a way this was protective for me, I felt that I was in the centre of a whirlwind of 
dark spirit and I needed some sort of protection. Once everyone was dancing their 
Winter, we called them back into the centre using a heartbeat drum. One by one as 
people felt ready they came forward and washed away the Winter's darkness in the 
bowls of fresh water. Interestingly whilst the women were very messy in this, the 
men were very tidy. The men's circle danced whilst the washing was going on, the 
women' circle was still. Odd... 


The Planting of Dreams 


Once everyone had washed in the bowls, the two groups spiralled together so that they 
were linked woman, woman, man, woman, woman, man. Jonathan and I went into 
the centre of the joined circle(s) still drumming a heartbeat. ۰ With the end of winter, 
people begin to look outward again and the sexes join together. We did a dance with 
scarves in which we were all woven together, which celebrated this coming together. 
Michelle then led us outside to the planting place. 


We spiralled around the earth womb, firstly facing inward (looking within to Winter) 
and then spiralling outward (looking outward to the new year). Finally we formed a 
circle around the hole. 


There one by one as we felt ready we went forward and planted our seed into the 
ground, into the womb of the Earth so that She could nurture it and bring it into 
fruition. As we planted the seed, each of us began to sing the spring song which 
Alva, my Northern Ancestor, had taught me:- 


Spring, ah Spring is coming, 
Heyah hey heyah, 

Heyah hey 

Fell the seasons tuning 
Heyah hey heyah, 

Heyah hey... 


As I sang, I began to dance with the Earth and the Sun. Bubbles of laughter and joy 
walled up inside me and spring was bom in my heart. Soon the whole circle was 
dancing with energy and song, with light. I can still feel that joy and can still 
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connect to that energy simply by humming the tune. Somehow the act of planting that 
snail shell has planted a new seed within me, a new me within it... Much of what 
happened to me since is the uncoiling of that seed. 


The Celebration 


Finally we all snaked inside (snaky/new-life/sex energy) and danced in the Spring. 
We danced on and on for ages, laughing and singing. It was like the dance itself was 
Spring. “2 


So I was full of light and joy. A new seed had been planted and as the weeks went 
by I sang over the seed, danced the growth of my shamanic life. As I began each day, 
as I walked to the station I felt a new connection to the world about me. The silver 
birches I pass each day seemed to greet me and I could feel the birds in the spring 
skies calling out. 


4. 


About this time, one of my drumming groups did some journeying on working with the spirits 


of theland. After several journeys, it became clear that we should visit the site of St. Pauls 


Cathedral on a Middle World Journey. The experiences from this journey have made me 
determined to do more work in the future for the land-spirits of out city.: 


Working With the Spirits Of London 


Grey city, dead place 

Grey people wander 

Veiled, thin, grey 

Pale now and empty 

Tuming their faces from the light 


At the centre 

In a ring of dead trees 

A pit of flame 

Ravens burst from the ground 
Screaming 

The Earth is bleeding birds 


And in the earth below 
Like a festering sore 
Hot, feverish 

Yet full of power 

The bones of a dragon 
In the magma 

At the city's heart 
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That night I had very odd dream. I don't remember dreams much (though I wish I did), so 
I tend to think that any dream I do remember is pretty important. I dreamed about the man 
who first spoke about shamanism to me (someone I like and respect very much, though in fact 
I hardly know him). It seemed that he and I were walking through the forest with my 
Teacher. We came to a parting of paths and my Teacher took the other path. Then the man 
tumed to me and raped me. 


The next day I went to Eve/Michael's group. I was journeying about taking responsibility for 
my life and by my mound I met the man again. He took me inside my own body and showed 
me that I have a black growth in my stomach which is whirling out of control and is to do 
with my fear of my own power. It looks like one of those children's toys made of a disk 
spinning on two strings. Reading back through my work books, I had noticed that whenever 
I get rattled I get a disturbed stomach for days after. 


After he told me about this, he raped me. Again. 


It made me pretty nervous about journeying so I asked a friend to journey for me to find out 
what this was about. She found that the man was not who he seemed, but rather a soul- 
stealer who was after my power. Six months on I am now sure that the soul-stealer was my 
own fear of that power. A fear I clothed in other seemings because I was afraid to look at 
it. [have journeyed on this many times over, and it seems to have finally worked its way out 
of my systems. At least for now. 


3 
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Summer - The Song of Re-Birth 


Summer, hanging heavy over the land, found Andrew and I in Copenhagen. I was on my 
way to Raven Lakenear Ry for the Nordic Shamanism workshop. I was going partly because 
Jonathan had suggested it but also because when I read the description of the workshop I felt 
a spark of recognition leap. 


I had arranged to stay with Heide, a friend from Tokalynge, at her flat in Copenfiagen for a 
couple of days both before the workshop and after it. Andrew had decided to come and stay 
for the weekend before the workshop and we had great fun. Heide and I talked shamanistic 
shop a lot and Andrew took it with astonishingly good grace. Then on the Monday I left for 
Ry with Lynne (another Tokalynge friend) whilst Andrew and Heide went walking on the 
beach. Later I found that they had spent time collecting up rubbish something which seems 
to have struck a cord with Andrew because when we went this autumn to Vancouver, we 
picked up rubbish on the beaches there too. He also picked up the most amazing stone as a 
gift for me. 


On the train Lynne and I had a wonderful chance to renew our acquaintance as we travelled 
right across the country. We must have spent hours on the train re-finding each other and 
catching up with our lives. Its odd, I had very few female friends before shamanism, its a 
real delight to me to get to know more women. 


As we travelled on other shamanic people got on the train - drums are real helpful for 
recognition. By the time we jumped into the taxi from the station to the workshop, there 
were five of us. We were bouncing along in the mini-bus/taxi when suddenly I saw a face I 
recognised at the roadside shouting and grinning. It was Jeff (yet another Tokalynge friend). 
He had written that he definitely was not coming to Ry so it was a delight and a shock to see 
him there. We told the bus driver to stop and onto the bus jumped Jeff and a smiling 
oriental looking girl who introduced herself as Zaya. 


Moments later we had arrived. The workshop was being held at a scout hut deep in the 
woods and close to the lake shore. We unslung out packs and struggled into the hut. There 
I was met by Mona, yet another old friend, Jonathan and Annette. And amid old friends and 
new the workshop began. 


I had been told by my Teacher that during the week I would be eaten by Raven. In 
anticipation I made a raven-offering carved from wood which I hung in a tree by the lake. 


I spent the early hours of each moming out in the woods. It was so quiet and beautiful and 
often it seemed that the forest was aglow with light. There was one area where the trees had 
been cut down, like a wound in the flesh of the forest. In the golden early light I rattled and 
danced there, trying to draw back energy to the land. AsI walked I felt close to the land and 
its spirits. Later that day we journeyed to meet them. 
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We waled out across the land, connecting with the spirits of the place. We then re-traced our 
steps in journey. 


A Walk In The Woods 


The path is lit by a golden glow 

The forest green gleams in the sun 

And far above I see the light 

Whence the gates lead to a Land Beyond 


And by my feet is a silver web 
Beneath its strands gold feathers lie 
I take the feathers and pass on 
As wings I spread my arms and fly 


Above towards the Bridge of Light 
And the Gates of Gold to the Lands Beyond 
Its hard to see, the gleams so bright 
But on the bridge a guardian stands 


And I sit like the beggar at the gate 
Though I know the guard would let me pass 
But the time's not now, the hour not yet 
For me to enter the fey palace 


And as I watch the rade ride out 
Dressed in light, bright as the sun 

Full twenty riders pass me by 

As they ride out from the Land Beyond 


But the hour passes and I must go 

And I step down from the edge of light 
To return now to the land below 

And again I see a web shine bright 


And in the web I see a cone 

A cone that glows with colours gold 
I take the cine, it helps me return 
Return again to the mortal world 


And so I pass and walk on down 
To where the lake was watching me 
And in the mist three watchers wait 
=>. Two birds are sitting in the tree 
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Two ravens glow in black and white 
Two birds that have been watching me 
And a rider too is by the lake 

Waiting for the time and for the tree 


Now I retreat, now I retum 

Back to the mortal realms I come 
Now I step back, retrace my path 
But there again I know I'll come. 


Since that day I have often walked and journeyed. I find the discipline of maintaining my 
intent whilst walking useful. Until I started this practise of walking between realities, I had 
almost never seen spirits outside journeying. Its useful to me because its both grounding and 
ungrounding - hard to explain but by walking the land I feel safe enough to allow my 
experience of spirit into this reality. 


We also undertook a walking journey for someone else. Jeff who walked for me retumed 
with three stones, which were to be offerings for the lake. One of the stones had been found 
by Jonathan the previous moming, but he had been told to put it back. The journey was full 
of helpful information for me. Amazing. 


One of the main focuses of the workshop was working with seidr, a form of Nordic 
shamanism. Seidr was known until the 11th century in Iceland and was practised by women 
known as volva. The volva would joumey to the sound of ecstatic singing from a chorus of 
women. Annette has done much research into the seidr and is involved in re-vitalising the 
practise. In the workshop we had already worked extensively in the world of the volva, with 
the cycles and the spirits of the land. So one evening three of us sat as volva (who were also 
called Noms) while the other participants sang and journeyed to ask how we could best use 
the old knowledge in our world today. This is the answer I was given. 


How Can We Best Use the Old Knowledge In The World Of Today 


Dusk in the forest 
Harsh cries in the twilight 
And twin ravens twist against an grey and ancient sky 


The rocks are listening 

The lake in the half light waits 

The forest and the spring are witness to the people's cries 
And offer us their wisdom 


We walk together 
Alva Iannasdottir and I 
Through an old country 


The land is the same 
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The holy places remain holy 
A circle of stones is built on long hallowed ground 


The circle falls 
Years gather dust over it 
New people come and build again in the same places 


The rocks still listening 
The lake in the half light waits 
The forest and the spring are witness still 


They walk together 
The new people but the same spirits 
In an old country 


I am offered a cup, I drink of sweet golden-fire 
The great doors swing open 
A world spins in space 


Blue green world 

The same world - our world is their world 
The web connects it all, links us together 
Same land, same water, 

The air the fire, the same 

We walk the same world 

It connects us all 

We walk our path on the old path 

A new people will walk their path on our path's founding 
And the old knowledge 

A foundation for us to build on 

The beginning of a new knowledge 

Which will become the old knowledge 

As the world turns on 


I was sitting at the foot of Odin's throne, each time a petitioner came forward to ask us a 
question, I was offered a drink from the cup of golden fire - Odin's mead of inspiration. I 
could have continued for a long time, but the questions quickly ran out, and Annette called 
us back. It was hard to return, and I felt very ungrounded. I went for a walk which sort of 
helped, but that night had the most erotic and violent dreams I can remember. 


The next day Annette and Jonathan made some comments on people who have grounding 
problems. They seemed directed at me personally (paranoid person!). I have never had a 
problem determining in which reality I walk. I can choose to see or not to see. I hold down 
a very responsible and ordinary job. And yet...any major experience with spirit seems to 
throw me off my centre. So at break time I cornered Jonathan about it. His response was 
that sometimes I had no problem at all, and sometimes I had a big problem. I asked whether 
I needed to work on it, whether it should be my intent for sitting out that night. Jonathan said 
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maybe. However if I did want to work on something, he would far rather it was my voice. 
My poems seemed beautiful when I wrote them down, but lacklustre when spoken. 


So when we had a free journey I decided to journey about my voice. 
Why Have I No Voice? 


I tell of my loss 

For I have no voice 
Taken in my childhood 
In long-ago days 


We walk in that time 

In the years of my youth 

My teacher told me to be silent 
To sing with no voice 


A child fled the room 

Ran off far in the wood 
To where a spring bubbled 
And a great tree stood 


There she screamed out her pain 
Gave her voice away 

To a hole by a tree root 

Her song silenced that day 


Alva and I find her 

Still at the foot of the tree 
Voice gone, spirit broken 
The same now as me 


Alva holds the child to her 

As I peer in the hole 

Know that my/her/our voice waits there 
To be my night's goal 


I decided that to regain my voice would be my mission for sitting out that night. The joy in 
heart and the smile on Jonathan's face told me that I had made the right decision. 


Regaining My Voice 


I walked down through the trees to the lake, still and silent now save for the water birds. I 
called out to my spirits and laid the three stones in a half circle around the base of the tree. 
In the fourth Quarter I lay the medicine bag containing the cone and the feathers which I had 
been gifted on the hill. Then I climbed up onto a long tree limb and leaned back against the 
truck. The dusk was closing in around me, the lake and forest were thick with presences, 
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listening . 


Gradually I became aware of Grandmother Bone and Alva standing a few feet behind me 
talking quietly. I had the feeling that they were waiting for something, so I said that I wanted 
to get my voice back. My Teachers asked me what I meant. I thought about this for a good 
while, until it grew fully dark. Periodically I would look up, each time I saw the lake, a 
different lake, the same lake. Once I saw the reed banks become a great ship rowed by dark 
warriors and carrying a cargo of tiny lights, another time I saw great house on the other side 
of the Jake. I decided that I meant three things; I wanted to be able to tell people when I 
need something, I wanted to be able to convey to others the poetry I am given on my 
journeys and I wanted back the singing I had given away so long ago. Grandmother and Alva 
came up close to the tree. Alva told me that if I wanted to be able to speak my need I would 
first need to drink the juice of the sun. Grandmother laughed and said that if I were still 
in the tree come moming, I would get the singing back. It seemed simple. All I had to do 
was to stick out the night in the tree. Lynne's words when she recounted her night out came 
back to me. What was a few hours discomfort if it regained me my voice. 


So I stood there. It was cold, it was boring. After a while I started to sing (it seemed 
appropriate). I vaguely (maliciously ) wondered whether it was audible to Jonathan and 
Annette. I sang the Children's Healing Song, I sang Evening Song, I sang the Spring Ritual 
Song. Eventually I started to sing the Ghost Dance Song we sang in March, but as I sang, 
the song changed and I flew 


I circle around 
I circle around 
The boundaries of the Earth 


I circle around 
I circle around 
The boundaries of the Earth 


Wearing my long wing feathers as I fly 
Wearing my long wing feathers as I fly 


I circle around 
I circle around 
The boundaries of the Earth 


Black Raven flying with me as I fly 
White Raven flying with me as I fly 


I circle around 


I circle around 
The boundaries of the Earth 
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Father I come 
Odin I Come 
All-Father I come 


And I circle around 
I circle around 
The boundaries of the Earth 


I come to a bridge 
To a rainbow bridge 
Where a challenger awaits 


I come to the bridge 
To the rainbow bridge 
And I show my feathers and pass 


Father I come 
Odin I come 
All-Father I come 


And I circle around 
I circle around 
Within bright Asgard's halls 


Black Raven flying with me as I fly 
White Raven flying with me as I fly 


I circle around 
I circle around 
Within bright Asgard's halls 


We come to a hall 
A hall of grey stone 
Aye, we come to Odin's seat 


Black Raven flies now to his shoulder 
White Rave flies now to his shoulder 
And I bow before the throne 


"Silver-Fox-Woman 
Am I, Sliver-Fox 
Silver-Fox-Woman 
Am I, Silver- Fox 


And I beg a cup, 
A single cup 
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One cup of the poet's mead." 


Odin watches with his single eye 
Wisdom watches and sees everything 
And Thought waits 

And Memory waits 

For the All-Father's response 


Odin hands me a cup 
A golden cup 
An empty cup of dwarf gold 


Says the drink that you seek 
You must buy from the Noms 
At the foot of Yddrasil 


"I need your aid, I need your aid 

I am your food, I am your food 
Oh Ravens aid me, 

O Ravens help me” 

And the Black Raven eats me now 


Two birds only fly from Odin's hall 
Twin Ravens fly from Odin's Hall 

White Raven flying with me as I fly 
Black Raven being my form so I fly 


And we circle around 
We circle around 
The world-tree Yddrasil 


Noms I come 
Sisters I come 
Wyrd Weavers I come 


And we circle around 
We circle around 
The world-tree Yddrasil 


We come to the mouth 
Of a dim, dark cave 
Where a spring burst forth from the soil 


The Cave of the Noms 
A place of fate 
Where Odin gave his eye 


vy 
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"Noms I beg 
Dark sisters I beg 
One cup of the poets’ mead 


Silver-Fox-Woman 

Am I, Silver-Fox 
Silver-Fox-Woman 

Am I, Silver-Fox 

And I beg a cup 

A single cup 

One cup of the poet's mead " 


as 


What right have you to demand that cup 
What claim have you upon our mead 
What price will you pay 

Will you pay an eye 

Or perhaps pay with your head 


Sudden I can see my new Teacher 
My friend Alva Iannasdottir 

She says the middle one is Ianna 
Offer to sing a sing for her 


"Ianna, Ianna, 

Ianna, 

Ianna, Ianna, 

Ianna, 

The Wheel is tuming, the Wheel is tuming 
Still the Wheel tums on" 


So I sing to Ianna of the wheel 

Of the circle of stones in the Wood 
And she smiles at the song 

And sees our kinship 

Though I bear Odin's Cup 


So Ianna she speaks for me 
A Nom speaks out for me 
And They give me a cup 
For the price of a song 

A song that I must sing 


The mead is like fire 


Like golden fire 
And it burns my throat as I drink 
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And I drain the cup 
And I see the Earth 
And some how the Earth is my drink 


So I thank the Noms 
I thank Ianna 
Retum now up above 


We circle around 
We circle around 
The world-tree Yddrasil 


White Raven flying with me as I fly 
Black Raven flying with me as I fly 


We circle around 
We circle around 
The boundaries of the Earth 


Wearing my long wing feather as I fly 
Wearing my long wing feathers as I fly 


I circle around 
I circle around 
The boundaries of the earth 


And I found myself standing in the tree in the pale half-light. And as I stood there a song 
came to me, whispered to me by the wind and the leaves on the trees and the rushes and the 
lake. And I sang for hours. 


And the next moming, in the circle, Jonathan and Annette asked me about the night. And 
in reply I sang in front of the whole circle first of all the journey to Asgard and then the 
song I was given in the dawn. 


I am alive, I am alive, 
I am alive, I am alive 
Reaching out to you reaching out to me reaching out to you 


Weare alive, we are alive, 
We are alive we are alive 
Everyone touching everyone touching everyone 


We're not alone, never alone 


We're not alone never alone 
>. Everything touches everything touches everything 
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Its all alive, its all alive 
Its all alive, its all alive 
All that is touches all that is touches all that is. 


If you ask me I could sing it for you too. May the sun bless you, may the moon call your 
name. 
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